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Daddy, please 


After parties bored him. People he didn't know wanting to congratulate him on a “killer show". The same people 
getting drunk and wanting to paw him. David cared little for it any more but he still made his way through the 
crowds of groupies and competition winners with his usual smile and handshake before making for the bus. A 
coffee called, as did several books he'd recently purchased. He wanted to chill out and relax, turn his brain off 
for an hour or two, or at least until Dave came banging down his door for a Bible study. He loathed going over 
passages with the redhead but Dave seemed to view him as some kind of uber Christian, a fountain of all 
knowledge and the translator of hidden meanings and pictures. It irritated him but it was best for him to keep 
his mouth shut lest he find himself cast back on the street. 


"David? David Ellefson?" 

Sighing, he stopped, shoulders slumping. He thought he'd finished running the gauntlet of fans. Obviously not. 
Turning, David looked at the shadows, a figure slowly melting from them. In the light, they were almost fragile 
looking, nearly the same height as him and with a certain boyish look to them. They were clad in the usual 


heavy metal uniform of tight black jeans and a black button down shirt. Long, poker straight browny-blond hair 
hung around their shoulders. Rounded cheeks and a slightly upturned nose were finished off with blue-grey 


eyes. But it was when the man smiled nervously that the penny dropped, the man's face becoming almost 


identical to his brother's. 
Grinning, David held out his hand. "Glen! It's great to finally meet you." 


His hand was taken in a firm handshake, the small smile still on the other man's face. "Pleasure's all mine. I've 


really wanted to meet you." 
David felt himself flush and he ran his free hand in to the nap of his neck. "Thanks." 


"Yeah." Dropping his hand, Glen stuffed his own in to his pockets and shuffled a foot back and forth. "You're a 


hero of mine.” 


"Awww man, don't say that" The bassist could feel his own nervousness rising, a clenching in his stomach. 


"You're an awesome musician on your own. You don't need the likes of me." 
Steel-coloured eyes sparkled, the smile on Glen's face widening. "Ya think?" 


David nodded. "Yeah. I've seen videos of you with ‘deth. You're fuckin’ awesome man. Really know your stuff. 
Your chops are tight as. Can't fault you." 


The look of delight on the younger man's face made David's heart flip. Yeah, this was why he was like he was. 
He lived to make people feel better. Lived to make them feel ten feet tall. 


"Look" David gestured over his shoulder. "| can't be bothered to wait for the bus so why don't we get a cab 


back to my hotel and grab a coffee? We can talk some more." 
Glen clapped a hand to his shoulder, the smile still in place. "It's our hotel. I'm staying with Shawn tonight" 


"Cooll" Pulling himself away, David made for the exit. "Let's get going before anyone else stops us." 


The cab ride was uneventful. Glen asked after his brother before asking how the tour was going, 

"Do you two not speak?" David chuckled 

In the darkness he'd seen Glen dip a shoulder. "He's busy. You know what it's like. 

He did. So many friends had been lost to the time of the road. So many people he'd promised to keep in touch 
with had become nothing more than memories as the tour bus had rolled from one town to another. It could 


be a lonely place and he wondered how Glen felt now that he was separated from his brother. From talking to 
Shawn, David knew that their childhood hadn't been easy. It was why they'd turned to music. Being together in 


Megadeth had been a bonus and, even now, David saw the loss of his brother in the drummer's eyes. He saw 
the pain of being apart from him, of not knowing what was happening. They were a close knit family, "bonded" 


as other people would have called them. 

The hotel was nothing overly fancy. Comfortable with a huge bed and enough room to toss his stuff around. 
He'd been planning on kicking off his clothes and curling up on the bed with something to read and a huge mug 
of coffee. But physical, human company was far better. There'd been a time when he and Dave had been 


together. They'd been a couple, lovers. And then Dave had found religion and it had ended, David finding himself 


alone for the first time in over twenty years. There had been no one since, not that he'd been looking. 

"Make yourself at home," he said as the door clicked shut. "Drink?" 

"Whatever you're having." 

Glen dropped on to the couch as David walked past. One work surface was covered with the various coffees he 
carried everywhere, a kettle and mugs sitting next to it. A fridge held milk and cookies. Filling the silver kettle 
with water, David set it to boil while he readied the mugs. 

"Milk? Sugar?" he asked over his shoulder. 

Glen gave him the little smile and a nod. "Milk and one, please." 

Making coffee was a ritual for David. While all hotels couldn't promise him a coffee machine, he carried a large 
cafetiere in case. Heaping ground coffee into it, he inhaled the warm, earthy smell while the kettle bubbled 


away. 


Pouring hot water on to the coffee, he put the plunger in and arranged it with milk, sugar, and mugs on a 


tray. Carrying it to the low table before the couch, David set it down and sat beside Glen 


Those eyes, calm and seemingly angelic, looked at him. Smiling, David settled back, one leg crossed over the 


other at the knee. 

"So what are you doing at the moment?" 

"Musically?" 

David nodded and tried to relax. There was something about Shawn's brother, something almost naive. Maybe it 
was a byproduct of his upbringing, of having his family torn apart. Unlike Dave, who has been uncontrollable in 
the wake of his broken family, it felt as though Glen had tried to keep hold of his childlike qualities. He was the 
younger of the two and the split had probably affected him more. 


"Got a couple of projects on the go," he replied. 


David felt his smile widen. "You'll have to play me some. I'd love to hear it" 

At that, Glen's face lit up. "Really?" 

"Yeah, really." 

"Wow, thanks, man. That means a lot to me." 

Leaning forward, David pressed the plunger of the cafetiere. "No problem. I'll give you my address." 

He was concentrating on pouring the coffee when a hand swept down his back. It was only there for a brief 
second, fingers ghosting over his spine before disappearing. Mixing sugar into the mug of thick, hot liquid, he 


held it out to Glen 


Those eyes stared at him again, the childlike light now mixed with something David recognised as need. It was 


something he'd seen a million times before in Mustaine's eyes. 

"What's up, Glen?" 

Glen shook his head, strands of hair falling before his face as he took an interest in his coffee. Picking up his 
own, David took a sip, savouring the taste of the French roast. It really was one of his favourites, richer and 
more full bodied than some of the roasts preferred by the coffee shops. 

Yet it did little to quash the feelings which were beginning to rise. Glen wanted something. Something which 
David could possibly give him. His stomach swirled, the coffee doing little to settle it. He nearly jumped when 
Glen's hand rode along his thigh, stopping just short of his crotch. Looking up, David studied him, his hands 
shaking slightly. 


"Glen." 


The younger man's chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, his coffee clutched in one hand, eyes wide and 


almost panicked. 

"You can talk to me you know," David said softly. "| won't tell anyone." 

Glen swallowed and took another drink of coffee, eyes never leaving David's. His hand never left his thigh, long 
fingers tracing small circles against David's leather pants. Closing his eyes, David took a deep breath and tried 
to steady his nerves. Already he could feel his body reacting, cock hardening in his shorts. 


"You're married," he murmured. "With kids. You can't do this, Glen" 


"She knows," was the hushed reply. 


"And you want to-?" Dave left the question hanging. 
The hand crept a little closer, threatening to brush against the bulge in his pants. "Yes." 
"And she won't care?" 


"No. 


Opening his eyes, David looked at him, taking in the hope which danced across Glen's face. "I'm just checking 


because the last thing | need is your old lady or your brother coming after me." 


When Glen chuckled David felt himself relax. It had been a while since he'd been with anyone. There had been a 
few, brief flings here and there, but nothing which he'd call stable. In his position he had to be careful of who 
he picked to play with. The last thing he needed was his name being dragged through the mud because his 
sexuality and choice of religion As far as he was concerned, God didn't care who he loved. Didn't care if they 
were black, white, purple, rainbow coloured, or from Mars. One day, sooner or later, they'd look back over the 
whole gay marriage issue and laugh. Just like the segregation of ‘50's it would one day be assigned to the 
trash. David hoped it would happen in his lifetime. 


Placing his coffee back on the table, he took Glen's and did the same. His eyes brushed over the other man and 


he noted that the guitarists excitement was evident. 


For a moment, he just stared in to the other man's eyes, studying them, reading them. A note of fear flashed 
through them and the realisation dawned on David. 


"You've never been with a man have you?" 


Lowering his eyes, Glen shook his head. A wave of sadness swept over David and he stroked a hand over the 


bowed head. Glen's hair was as silky as it looked, soft to the touch. 
"Why'd you wait so long?" he softly asked. 


The younger man just shrugged and David knew he was pressing it too far too soon. Running his hand down the 
back of the guitarists head, he tilted Glen's eyes to his own. Pain, fear, and expectation ran through them, an 
innocence calling to be schooled. Cupping his cheek, he swept a thumb over the curve beneath Glen's eye. He 


carried a little more weight than his brother, was slightly curvier, but it only endeared David to him more. 
"Can | kiss you?" 
When he nodded, David moved closer, his free hand curling into the small of the other man's back. Their lips 


barely touched, small breaths touching the other's face. David though he would die, Glen's mouth velvety soft 


against his own. He felt the younger man tremble beneath his touch, hands nervously sliding around his neck. 


Glen moaned against his mouth, clinging closer as he silently demanded more. Trying to steady his racing heart, 
David deepened the kiss, his hands clasping the guitarists face. His tongue swept over Glen's soft lower lip, 
tasting him and demanding entry. Lips parted, warm breath touching his face. An inquisitive tongue swept 
against his, electrifying him and making him sigh with pleasure. He'd never have the honour of deflowering 
someone and it was a rush which made David feel drunk. 


Cupping Glen's jaw, David slid from the couch, never breaking the kiss as he pulled the other man to his feet. 
Hands ghosted over bodies, soft sighs melting from their lips. Toying with the buttons of Glen's black shirt, 
David carefully pushed it away, sliding it down his arms and discarding it. Every movement was slow, calculated, 
David savouring every second of peeling away Glen's layers. He wanted to make Glen feel good, wanted to make 


his first time one to remember. 


Plucking at the tight, black jeans, David followed them down and knelt before him. Sitting back on his heels, he 
took in long, firm legs, his lover's beautifully erect cock, and well cared for torso. Nervous eyes, and that 


sliver of a smile, looked down at him. 


Swallowing around his dry throat, David reached out and stroked a hand up the back of one of Glen's thighs 
until his fingers rested in the crease just below his ass. "You're beautiful. Fuckin’ beautiful." 


The younger man's fingers twitched against his hips. "Yeah?" 

David smiled. "Yeah. l'm gonna give you head. You okay with that?" 

Hazy blue eyes closed and Glen nodded. Kneeling up, David wrapped a hand around the base of the other man's 
cock and closed his lips over the head. Salty pre-come slipped over his tongue and he eagerly swallowed it. Glen 


tasted good, almost fruity, a result, no doubt, of a healthy lifestyle. 


Hands landed in his hair, fingers wrapping around his skull. David took the hint and opened his throat, taking in 
everything the younger man had to offer, worshipping the gorgeous cock which slid past his lips. 


"Daddy..." 
David stopped, slightly stunned. Pulling back, he gave the head of Glen's cock a gentle kiss. "What did you say?" 


Heavy eyes, lids barely open, looked down at him. Strong, calloused fingers reached to run through his sandy 


hair. 
"Daddy, please..” 


A bolt of excitement shot through him and hit his groin. He never thought he'd get excited by such a kink, but 
that one word, when uttered by Glen, was exciting him to almost painful levels. Pulling himself on to shaking 
legs, he once again took Glen's face in his hands and gave him the barest of kisses. 


"IIl give you whatever you want, sweetheart. You just have to ask." 


Arms wrapped around his shoulders, tiny breaths touching his cheek. His cock ached and he pressed his hips 
forward, rubbing himself against Glen. Their hard lengths slid together, their sighs growing deeper, shivers 
running over their skin like ghosts. 


"Take me, Daddy. Make me yours." 


Placing a hand in the small of Glen's back, David walked him to the bed. Easing the younger man down, he took 
a step back and admired the creature on the bed. Hair, nearly the same colour as his own, spread over in a 
halo over the pillows. Eyes, hinted with nerves, watched him. Arms stretched out and hands balled into the 
crisp, white sheets. Lean, well muscled legs, innocently spread, toes curling. David had to catch his breath, and 


himself, his hand wandering dangerously close to his dick. 


Fumbling around in his bag, David found the bottle of lube he still kept in there. It got used, occasionally. 
Dropping it onto the bedside table, he stretched out on the bed, on arm draping around Glen's shoulders. Their 
lips melted together, hands exploring the other's body. Fingers tickled over ribs and nipples, eliciting sighs and 
deep moans. David nearly sang as Glen grew bolder, a strong, guitar-calloused hand wrapping around his cock. 
Slowly the younger man began to pump him, spreading his copious pre-come along his shaft. Sinking his teeth in 
to Glen's lower lip, he bucked his hips, demanding more. 


The hand crawled from his cock and between his legs, cupping his balls. They were cradled against the palm, 


fingers rolling them before smoothing over the sac. 
"Fuck, Glen. Lie on your back." 


Shifting on to his elbows, David grabbed the lube and shuffled down the bed. Pressing Glen's knees apart, he 
coated his fingers with the sweet smelling gel and brushed against the other man's sweet, puckered hole. 
Gently he pushed it in, free hand stroking small circles on the guitarists stomach. 


"Relax, sweetie," he cooed. "Just relax. Gonna hurt a bit but not for long. After that, it's gonna feel great." 


Glen whimpered and whined as he was carefully prepared, hips bucking and hands grabbing at David as one 
finger, then another were pressed in to him. Easing them back and forth, David watched him, judging his 
reactions. Plunging in, he pressed them against Glen's prostate, grinning as the man howled and bucked, hands 


all but tearing at the sheets. 
"Feel good, baby?" 
He got a shaky nod, eyes squeezed shut, lips parted. Scissoring his fingers, David leaned forward and kissed the 


other man's cock His tongue found the slit, lapping up the pre-come before wrapping around the head. Beneath 
him, Glen shuddered, soft pants of "Daddy, please" reaching David's ears. 


Pulling back, he coated his own cock and, wrapping a hand around the base, he slowly began to guide himself in 
Again, Glen bucked, and David placed a hand on his arm. 


"IFs okay. Look at me. Look at me with those pretty eyes. It's not gonna hurt for long, sweetheart. Soon Daddy 


will be making you sing a different tune." 


Hearing himself say it sounded strange, weird even. Yet, in the circumstances, it sounded so right. Slowly and 
carefully he eased himself in an inch at a time, stopping to feed Glen with soft, barely there kisses. Finally, 
arms wrapped around him and knees were pressed against his hips. David sighed, head falling forward, eyes 
closed as he savoured Glen's warm, plush tightness. It was almost overwhelming, his head swimming. He'd never 


been with a virgin before, most of his previous partners having had several or more before him. 


Sliding his hands under Glen's shoulders, David deepened the kiss and started to rock. Slowly the tiny whimpers 
of pain melted into moans of pleasure. Holding the younger man close, David thrust as deep as he could, hitting 
the sweet spot which made Glen howl and tighten. 


"Daddy, please!" 
"Its coming," he murmured. "We're coming." 


Shifting, David moved a hand between them and wrapped it around Glen's cock, enjoying the feeling of the other 
man bucking and writhing beneath him. Stars began to pop behind his eyes, his own body tightening as it 
readied itself for the ultimate pleasure. Eagerly he claimed Gler's lips with his own, tongue sweeping in to his 
delicious mouth. Teeth nipped at his lips and hands scratched down his back as he pumped the younger man 
with long, hard strokes. 


"Daddy, l'm gonna.” 
‘Its okay. You're allowed to, baby." 


Hips rocked up to meet his and Glen gave a long, low moan as he came, warm come soaking David's hand and 
splattering against the younger man's stomach. Kneeling up, he pushed one of Glen's legs over his shoulder as 
he rutted deeply into his gorgeous, tight ass. His hand still stroked his lover's throbbing cock, drawing out 


every last ounce of pleasure. 


Steel coloured eyes, darkened with lust, eventually looked up at him, a smile curling Glen's lips. "Daddy, please 


come for me. Show me you love me." 


Grabbing the guitarist's hips, David felt his lips twist back in to a snarl and thrust harder and deeper. He 
heard Glen call to him, beg his "Daddy" to come, to show him he loved him. His nails scrapped down the 
younger man's thighs, leaving red welts in their wake. With one final thrust, David threw his head back and let 
out a guttural roar, the pleasure snapping through his body. He continued to rock until he was spent, his skin 
tingling with the warm afterglow. 


Sinking to the bed, he pulled the fragile looking man in to his arms and held him close. The tiny smile had 
returned to Glen's lips and fingers wandered through David's stringy, sweaty hair. Lips slid over his own, warm, 
gentle kisses pressed to their dry, bruised lips. Arms were draped around his neck and he wound a leg around 


Glen's hips. 
"Thank you, Daddy." 
"You're welcome, Glen. Any time." 


Teeth once more tugged at his lower lip, the arms tightening around him. "I'm gonna take you up on that, 


Daddy." 


David couldn't sleep. Instead, he lay in bed, his arms wrapped the guitarist and holding him close, a head of 
sandy hair tucked beneath his chin. He could feel their hearts pattering together. The scent of a warm body 
filled his senses and he pressed a kiss to the top of the younger man's head. He'd be there forever for Glen, 
to hold him, protect him, and love him. 


